270                            THE RAINFALL.

is a little more sacred, and is, therefore, not such
a hot bed of cancans and gossip as the smaller Ipll
stations.

The rainfall at Mahableshwar is so great that
few people remain after the bursting of the
monsoon in June, when the whole place is
enveloped in thick mists and the roads to the
plain are almost impassable. The bungalows are
. then covered with taties and other contrivances
to keep out the wet and damp. All pot-plants
are sent off to places in the neighbourhood,
especially to Panchganni, where the climate is
more genial, and where many English take up
their abode during the rains.

The orchids and lilies growing wild in the sur-
rounding jungle are' perfectly lovely, and are
brought in by the natives in great quantities, and
sold for a few annas, forming charming decora-
tions for the dinner-table; and to one fresh from
England, where such things are so costly and
precious, it seems incredible that so many lovely
flowers should be so little thought of. There are